





S H A K E-S P E A R E S 

That to his fubicft lends not fome finall glory. 

But he that writes ofyou,if he can tell. 

That you are you,fo dignifies his ftory. 

Let him but coppy what in you is writ. 

Not making worfe what nature made fo cleert. 

And filch a counter-part (hall fame his wit. 

Making his (file admired euery where. ' v > 

You to your bcautious blelfings adde a cui fe, 

Being fond on praife, which makes your praifes worfe. 

85 

M Y toung-tidc Mufe in manners holds her Bill, 
While comments of your praife richly compil’d, 
Refcrue their Chara&er with goulden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all theMufes fil’d. 

I thinke good thoughts, whilft other write good wordes. 
And like vnlettered clarke (till crie Amen, 

To euery Himne that able fpirit affords. 

In pohflit forme of well refined pen. 

Hearing you praild,I fay ’tis fo, ’tis true. 

And to the mo ft of praife adde fome-thing more. 

But that is in my thought, whofe lone to you 
(Though words come hind-moft Jholds his ranke before. 
Then others, for the breath of words refpedt. 

Me for my dombe thoughts, fpeaking in effetft. 

S6 

T7 YT As it the proud full faile of his great verfe, 

^ * Bound for the prize of (all to precious) you, 

That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearcc. 
Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew? 
Was it his fpirit.by fpirits taught to write, 

Aboue a mortall pitch, that ftruck me dead ? 

No,neither he,nor his compiers by night 
Giuing him ayde,mv verfe aftonifhed. 

He nor that affable familiar ghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As yi<ftors of my filence cannot boaft. 
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Sonnets. 

I was not fick of any feare from thence. 

But w hen your countinance fild vphisTme, 

Thenlackt I matter, that infeebledmine. 

87 

F Arewell thou art too deare for my pofleffing. 

And like enough thou knowft thy ciltmate. 

The Charter ofthy worth giues thee releafing: 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting, 

And for that ritches where is my deferuing? 

The caufe of this faire guift in me is wanting. 

And fb my pattern back againe is fweruing. 

Thy felfc thou gau’ft,thy owne worth then not knowing. 
Or mee to whom thou gau ft it,elfe miftaking. 

So thy great guift vpon mifprifion growing, 

Comes home againe,on better iudgement making. 

Thus haue 1 had thee as a dreame doth flatter. 

In fleepe a King, but waking no fuch matter. 

88 

\7\7Hen thou fhalt be difpode to fet me light, 

V v And place my merrit in the eie of skorne, 

Vpon thy fide,againlf my felfe ilc fight, 

Andproue thee virtuous, though thou art forfworne: 

With mine owne weakeneffe being bett acquainted, 

Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Offaults conceald, wherein I am attainted : 

That thou in loofing me.fhali win much glory: 

And 1 by thiswilbe a gainer too. 

For bending all my louing thoughts on thee. 

The iniuries that to my felfe I doe. 

Doing thee vantage,duble vantage me. 

Such is my loue,to thee I io belong. 

That for thy right, my felfe will beare all wrong. 

89 

S Ay that thou didft forfake mec for fbmc fait, 

And 1 will comment vpon that offence^ 

F 3 Spcake 
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